"Papa!".

A farmer came towards him, wearing black, and
freshly shaven,

"Good day to you, poor Monsieur Francois. Don't
you recognize me? I .am Jer6me. I did not know that
you had arrived already. Will you, please, take the
shoulders, very gently? The arms will not drop: the
fingers are linked together."

Without saying a word, Fran?ois lifted his father's
body, carried it out to the wagon, slid it forward on
the plank floor, and covered it with a blanket. Then
a sheet was spread. With brutal suddenness he realized
that there was a dead body under the starched, white
covering. He climbed on to the box-seat beside the
farmer, his eyes closed upon a glowing picture which
ended by bursting into flames and collapsing in ashes.
It was then that he cried, though without turning his
head to the motionless and silent group. The day was
lovely. The sky was swept clear of clouds. The blue
was still light and faint, as though^washed out. He
could hear the hoarse cry of jackdawihind the mono-
tonous sing-song of the rabbit-skin merchant who
was moving from farm to farm, pushing his bicycle
with its load of stiff pelts upon the handlebar.

"You are going to have a difficult day, my poor
Monsieur Fran?ois. But you'll be able to go to the
cemetery without getting wet. This weather will hold
until Monday."